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Dexter Peterson Poetique Noir 
Cole Porter warbles 
from a scratchy distance 
out of the phonograph, accompanied 
by the wail of a solo saxophone 
and by redeeming sirens whose 
banshee cry melts into the 
quiet, throbbing hum of a lazy 
ceiling fan, chopping and 
stirring Rachel's shining smoke, 
bluish white in a velvet darkness 
slashed by long, cold scissors of neon 
slicing in between blinds, 
projecting patterns of 
rainfall on the wall, 
a colorless dream of wetness, 
silent cinema, save for the 
staccato soundtrack of 
raindrops on the roof. 
She adds a deep, quiet 
intake ofbreath and the 
slow hiss of escaping smoke 
to the small symphony 
(the red eye of her cigarette 
winks at me), 
SO.amaranthus 
and I watch white silk 
curl from her soft, full 
dragon's lips, spilling upwards 
against gravity, ascending into 
a dark, cloudy heaven, 
heavy with rain and thunder. 
Watch her hands, pale against 
the crow's coat of the large cat 
who sits as heavy and silent in her h 
the midnight hour; watch fingers sif1 
through the long fur as though 
searching there for the answer 
I wouldn't, couldn't give; 
watch the red of her 
free-flowing hair, 
a river ofblood running 
down her shoulders; 
watch the shadows wrap her body 
like still, silent wings, as she 
lies on the bed like Venus newly bor: 
from a frozen sea ofsatin. 
Watch anything but her eyes, 
catching and throwing 
light like jade marbles, waiting 
for their answer as I stand like a 
mannequin, frozen in a doll's house. 
and I watch white silk 
curl from her soft, full 
dragon's lips, spilling upwards 
against gravity, ascending into 
a dark, cloudy heaven, 
heavy with rain and thunder. 
Watch her hands, pale against 
the crow's coat of the large cat 
who sits as heavy and silent in her lap as 
the midnight hour; watch fingers sift 
through the long fur as though 
searching there for the answer 
I wouldn't, couldn't give; 
watch the red of her 
free-flowing hair, 
a river ofblood running 
down her shoulders; 
watch the shadows wrap her body 
like still, silent wings, as she 
lies on the bed like Venus newly born 
from a frozen sea of satin. 
Watch anything but her eyes, 
catching and throwing 
light like jade marbles, waiting 
for their answer as I stand like a 
mannequin, frozen in a doll's house. 
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